CHAPTER   FOURTEEN

These Materialists

T WROTE down on a large sheet of paper, before be-
JLginning this book, a list of Forbidden Subjects.
One of them, as previously stated, was *New York
Skyline/ Another was 'Steam Heat.' A third was
'Lack of Family Life.' A fourth was * Vastness of the
Continent.' But, in the largest letters of all, I wrote
the word 'Prohibition.*

Every bore in Christendom has had his say about
Prohibition. I do not mind the fanatics, who shout,
above the din of popping corks, that it is working
splendidly. They, at least, have something of the
imaginative fervour of the artist. Nor do I mind the
wine-bibbers, who rage furiously together in an arti-
ficial indignation against something which does not
exist. I do, however, take exception to the dreary
horde of foreign journalists, politicians, and whatnots
who visit America, guzzle quantities of champagne
at various hospitable houses, and then return to the
land of Hope and Glory, licking their lips, with the
universal sentence "Prohibition is a Farce/

Prohibition is not a farce. It is a poem. That is
why I must break my vow, and write about it

Prohibition is a poem because it has added an
infinite variety of subtle colours to the canvas of
American life. It has sent bands of buccaneers
careering down a thousand Main Streets, giving the
inhabitants a shock of which they were sorely in